FIFINE AT THE  FAIR
Childishest childe, man makes thereby no bad
exchange.
Stay with the flat-fish, thou !    We like the upper
range
Where the "gods'7 live, perchance the daemons
also dwell:
Where operates a Power, which every throb and
swell                                                               mo
Of human heart invites that human soul approach,
"Sent" near and nearer still, however "spray"
encroach
On "shivering" flesh below, to altitudes, which
gained,
Evil proves good, wrong right, obscurity explained,
And "howling'' childishness.   Whose howl have
we to thank,                                                    1115
If all the dogs Jgan bark and puppies whine, till
sank
Each   yelper's tail 'twixt legs?    for Huntsman
Common-sense
Came to the rescue, bade prompt thwack of thong-
dispense
Quiet i' the kennel; taught that ocean might be
blue,
And rolling and much more, and yet the soul have,
tOO,                                                                                                  1120
Its touch of God's own flame, which He may so
expand
"Who measured the waters i' the hollow of His
hand"
That ocean's self shall dry, turn dew-drop in respect
Of all-triumphant fire, matter with intellect
Once fairly matched; bade him who egged on
hounds to bay,                                                      1125
Go curse, i' the poultry yard, his kind :  "there
let him lay "
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